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the fullness of his heart convicted himself "of un-
belief. . . of pride . . . of gross irrecollection ... of
levity and luxuriancy of spirit." There were
indeed moments when, from preaching, or from
making good resolutions, his spirits revived, but
continual self-examination bogged him in des-
pondency. Yet how difficult it was to know what
was right, when, as he saw, he had for many
years been tossed by various winds of doctrine.
In the reaction from the Popish error of justifica-
tion by works, he had nearly fallen into the
mistake of magnifying faith to too amazing a
size : and if English divines had rescued him from
well-meaning but wrong-headed Germans, the
English divines themselves cut the rock from under
his feet by interpreting the scriptures in various
ways. He had been in a sense too zealous, he
found, had applied the local rules of Provincial
Synods as though they were universally applic-
able, and committed other blunders of the same
sort; he remembered with horror his flirtings
with the mystics. His faith ! What was his
faith ? Even devils have faith - of a sort. His
pride was abased. " Oh !" he groaned in
despair, " I went to America to convert the
Indians ; but who shall convert me ? "

When such a cry issues from a mood of intense
depression, the answer is usually not long ii*
coming, and it came to Wesley exactly four months
later than the prayer torn from his heart, through
the mouth of Peter Bohler, whom Wesley met